For thefe, 

My harts dccpc languor, and my foules fad tcarc* .• 

Let my tares ftanch the earths drie appetite, 

My fonnes f weet blood, will make it foaroe and bluft ; 

O earth, I will befriend thee more with rainc 
That {hall diftillfrom tbefe twoancient ruincs, 

Then youthfoll Aprill fhall with all his (howres. 

Jn Summers drought, lie drop vpon thee ftill 
3n Winrerwith armeteares Ucmeltthcfnow, 

And keepe eternall fpring tiffieort thy face, 

So thou refufe to drinke my deere focoes blood. 

Enter Lucius, rrith his roeaponjrasvuc. 

Oh reuere*t Tribunes, oh gentle aged men, 

Vnbinde my fonnes, reuerfe the doome of deaths 

And let melay (that ncuer wept before) 

My teares are now preuailing Oratours. 

Lucius. Oh noble father yoularoent in vainc. 

The Tribunes hearcyou not, no man is by. 

And you recountyour forrowes to a (lone. 

Titus. Ah Lucius for thy brotherslet meplead, 

Graue Tribunes-, once more I intreat ofyou. 

Lucius, My gracious Lord, no Tribune heares you fpeab 
Titus. Why tis no matter man, ifthey did hcare 
They vyonld not roatke me, or ifthey did marke, ’.A, j 
All boot! effevnto them. 

Therefore I tell my forrowes booties tofhe ftoncs, 

Who though they cannot anfiveremy diftreffe, 

Yet in fome fort they are better then the Tribunes, * 

For that they will not inter cept my talc : 

When I doe weepe, they humbly at my fecte, 

Receiue my teares, and feeme to weepe with me. 

And were they but attired in graue wcedes, 

Rome could afford no Tribune like to thefe . 


‘The mo ft lamentable Trdgedit 

Tribunes, in the duff I write 


of Titus An dr onicus] 

A ft one is foft as waxe, Tribunes more hard then ftones j 
A ftonc is filent, and offendeth net, 

And Tribunes with their tongues doomemen to death* 
But wherefore ftandft thou with thy weapon drawne? 
Lucius. To refeue my two brothers from their death j 
For which attempt the Iudges haue pronounft 
JVtyeucrlaftingdoomeofbanifhrr.cnt. 

Thus. O happy man, they haue befriended tbees 
Why foohfti Lucius, doft thou not perceaue 
That Romcis but a wildernes of Tigers ? 

Tigers mull prey, and Rome affords no prey 
But me and mine: how happy art thou then. 

From thefe deuourers to be banifhed ? 

Butwho comes with our brother Marcus hecre? 

Enter Marcus and Lattnja. 
tJWarcHs, Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weepe, 

Or ifnot fo, thy noble heart to breake : 

1 bring confumingforrow to thine age. 

Titus. Willitccnfumeroe? Let roc fecit then, 

C Marc. This was thy daughter, 

Titus. Why Marcus Co fhe is. 

Lucius. Ay erne, this obieff kilsme. 

Titus'. Faint-harted boy, arife and looke vpon her, 
Speake Lauinia, what acc urfed hand, 

Hath madetbee handleffein thy Fathers fight ? 

What foole hath added water to the Sea?’" 

Or brought a faggot. to bright burning Troy ? 

My. griefe was at the height before thou camfl 
And now like iV y/«i it difdaineth bounds: ’ 

Otucme a fwordile chop offitHy hands too, 
for they haue fought for Rome- and all in vaine r. 

And the) haue nurft this woe, in feeding life*, 
in boofeleffe pray cr haue they bene held vp. 

And they haue feru'd me to effeaieff c vfc. 

t 3 Now 
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